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He once said, " I inherited from my parents a
nervous headache, and on account of it have never
been able to do all I wished to do. [His inter-
locutor referred to the infirmities of St. Paul.]
Paul's infirmities could not have been in his head,
I think. He must have had a tough head ; his
writings do not indicate a weakness there. I
have sometimes wondered, though it was not to be,
of course, what the Christian. Church would have
become without Paul. It does not seem as if it
would ever have gotten beyond the Jews."

Mr. Whittier had the misfortune to be color-
blind, in respect to the shades of red and green.
But he thought he had an unusual appreciation of
the yellows, which fully compensated him for this
defect. He saw no difference in color between a
red apple and the leaves of the tree upon which it
was growing. It was only the white or yellow rose
that had for him any beauty except of form. He
thought he enjoyed the splendors of an autumn
landscape in a wooded country as much as the
ordinary observer, especially if there was a fair
admixture of yellow foliage. When he brought
home bouquets of leaves, it was noticeable that the
yellow greatly predominated. Perhaps his prefer-
ence for the goldenrod as the national flower was
partly due to its color. His mother discovered
this optical defect when, a little boy, he was pick-
ing wild strawberries. He could see no difference
between the color of the berry and the leaf. " I
have always thought the rainbow beautiful" he
once said with an amused smile, "but they tell me
I have never seen it. Its only color to me is yel-